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At the door of the next house a girl who looked little older
than herself was leaning against the wall. She seemed to
Elsie to be inappropriately dressed for the time of day, for
she was wearing a pink satin dressing-gown, with pink mules
an her feet, fluffed with blue feathers. As Elsie, laden with
her goods, struggled to extract the latch-key from her purse,
the girl came up and said: "Let me help you, duck,"
taking, as she spoke, the cabbage in one hand and the milk
bottle in the other. When the door was opened, she followed
Elsie into the house. She cast her eye appraisingly at the
new carpet and the newly-papered walls, and said: " Nice
place you've got here, duck, I must say. Stylish, I call it."

Elsie did not know what to do. Sir Charles had instructed
her : " You will keep yourself to yourself. Have nothing to
do with the neighbours." But Elsie was a good-hearted
child: she found it difficult to be rude, and this girl looked
kind enough. " Ah, well," Elsie thought with a little burst
of rebellion, " a fat lot he knows about living in a street like
this," Keeping to oneself was easy with an acre or two
between you and the next neighbour. Let him try it here !

The girl had shut the front door. She followed Elsie into
the back room, threw herself into a chair and stretched her
nude legs towards the fireplace. The dressing-gown sagged
open above her waist, and with something of a shock Elsie
saw that she was wearing nothing but this one garment. The
girl perceived her surprise, and said: " It's so damned hot,
duck. My name's Gert. What's your's ? "

Gert was. fair, fat and rather pasty-looking. Elsie was
not displeased at having someone to share her tea, and as
she clattered about in the little kitchen behind the back
room Gert shouted conversationally. "A bit of all right
I call this place, Elsie. You should see old Ma Adams's next
door. Theatrical digs. Digs all right. Every damn* thing
digs you. The springs in the chairs dig you in the backside,
the lumps of flock in the mattresses dig you in everything
they can reach, and old Ma digs out every bloody brown
you've got. That was Terry's little joke. He's a caution."

Gert laughed immoderately as she recalled Terry's
sparkling sally. Elsie came in with the tea things on a tray.
They drank tea and ate a rich cake that Elsie had found in
a tin. " Terry's our funny man," Gert explained. " A fair
caution. You ought to come and see our show. Twice
nightly."